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at what distance one looked at it, the pair always
struck a note of harmony in line and* curve. I was
already beginning to see what I specially noted later
on in their painting and dancing, their gardening and
arrangement of cut-flowers, the passionate fondness
of the Japanese for balance and beauty of line.
He who has never studied the language of line nor
has any knowledge of the subtle secrets of the
elemental equipoise of nature, will vainly seek to
draw from Japanese Art that exquisite pleasure
which it has to impart to the eye and mind of the
initiate.

Though the Coronation festivities were just then
going on at the old imperial city of Kyoto, Tokyo
was not behind in celebrating the great national
event as befitting the capital of a great empire. The
streets were lined with buntings and greeting posters,
and each shop had its quota of paper-lanterns
swinging to and fro in front and of national flags
flying proudly over the roof. But the remarkable
feature about these flags and lanterns and, in fact,
about every piece of decorative emblem, was that
they were all got up in the same style, their colour
and design following a fixed pattern. The result was
that from one end of the street to the other one saw
hundreds of white paper lanterns hanging out with
an identical red or black circle or an identical blue
or pink flower painted on each. What this system
of decoration lost in detail by its lack of variety it
more than made up by its splendid mass-effectf and
at no time was its effect seen to greater advantage
than at night, when a long line of softly glowing